LADY WINCHILSEA'S POEMS

MISCELLANY POEMS.    With Ttuo Plays.    By Ardelia.
I never list presume to Parnass AilI9
But piping low, in shade of lowly grove^
I play to please myself, albeit ill.

Spencer Shep. Cat. June,
Manuscript xn folio.    Circa 1696.

THERE is no other book in my library to which I feel
that I possess so clear a presumptive right as to this
manuscript. Other rare volumes would more fitly
adorn the collections of bibliophiles more learned,
more ingenious, more elegant, than I. But if there
is any person in the two hemispheres who has so fair
a claim upon the ghost of Ardelia, let that man stand
forth. Ardelia was uncultivated and unsung when
I constituted myself, years ago, her champion.
With the exception of a noble fragment of laudation
from Wordsworth, no discriminating praise from any
modern critic had stirred the ashes of her name. I
made it my business to insist in many places on the
talent of Ardelia. I gave her, for the first time, a
chance of challenging public taste, by presenting to
readers of Mr. Ward's English Poets many pages of
extracts from her writings; and I hope it is not
indiscreet to say that, when the third volume of that
compilation appeared, Mr. Matthew Arnold told
me that its greatest revelation to himself had been
the singular merit of this lady. Such being my claim
on the consideration of Ardelia, no one will, I think,
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